
[image: ]



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DISCO CLEARWATER 9: ETHNO SCREAM.

    

    
      First edition. April 3, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Liam Harper.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233695261

    

    
    
      Written by Liam Harper.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Disco Clearwater 9: Ethno Scream. | By Liam Harper.

In Association With... | ...And..

Beat 1 | Ben-Boogie-Gally.

Beat 2 | Lawnmower vs The Bank.

Final Beat | Selfless Joyride.

The End.

This story is fictional. Any and all similarities to character, groups, | or other entities in real life are purely coincidental....

Thanks for Reading.

By Liam Harper.

Also By Liam Harper

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Disco Clearwater 9: Ethno Scream.



By Liam Harper.






























[image: ]


[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

In Association With...


[image: ]


[image: ]
...And..

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Beat 1




Ben-Boogie-Gally.
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Babysitting, a vital job, in truth. Not only providing income for those who do it, but it also offers a service that is essential for families with packed schedules.

It is without question an act of care and trust, that ensures children are safe and happy in the absence of their parents.

It also allows parents the opportunity to take a break and take care of their own needs, knowing that their children are in good, attentive and responsible hands.

That's why when Kamber was asked to babysit for a local friend of her family? She jumped at the chance to test her skills and prove she is an adequate part of the community willing to lend aid whenever it is necessary.

Unfortunately, as much as she wants to tell herself that?...Kamber isn't a confident girl, and she has one thing that's been becoming a substantial crutch for her in recent times.

That crutch is a certain child soldier by the name of Pico, as Kamber is becoming more and more dependent on the combat seasoned girl helping her whenever she loses faith in herself..

Which brings us to now, on a fine Xanthic Cross evening where the sky is lit up with a beautiful pink-orange hue from the setting sun.

Here, the two teenage girls, Pico and Kamber, are now walking down a street of luxurious estates, the former smoking a cigarette nonchalantly whilst the latter talks and talks about how much fun they're supposedly going to have.

Kamber: Trust me, Pico. The house of Bertoldo De Francisco is spectacular. You won't believe your eyes when you see it. It's probably the biggest mansion I've ever seen in my life.

Pico: Is that right?

Kamber: You don't sound like you believe me?

Pico: I've seen lots of drug kingpins' homes, and even my fair share of palaces. Plus Nefarioun's place just got some new A.C., it's kind of hard to top that.

Kamber: I mean, new A.C. that's not exactly bad news, sure... But I think your standards might be a little all over the place.

Pico: Yeah, I wouldn't worry about that. I get told that all the time, really. So what's the deal, are we here to stick this mansion owner in the spine with a knife, or what?

Kamber: Huh!? Oh no, he just needs someone responsible and trustworthy to watch his little baby while he and his wife attend an opera.

Pico: The opera, huh?

Kamber: Are you a fan?

Pico: I don't even have a fucking clue what it is.

Kamber: We learned about it in school a few weeks back.

Pico: I must've been sleeping.

Kamber: Right...well, the opera is kinda like a story that's told with music and singing.

Pico: Like our last school play?

Kamber: Kind of, except the participants are more professional, the singers wear costumes and act out the story on a stage. And all the while the audience watches and listens to the story come to life.

Pico: Reminds me of school...

Kamber: In what way?

Pico: In the way that I'm thinking it'd be a nice place to sleep because I wouldn't be missing anything.

Kamber: Ah...well, anyway...in short, it's like a show, but with singing instead of talking.

Pico: I gathered that much.

Kamber: To be clear, it can be exciting, sad, funny, or even magical. It's a great way to experience a story in a contrasting way from the norm.

Pico: And this Woldo Le Machismo is seriously into this crap?

Kamber: Bertoldo De Francisco.

Pico: Bless you.

Kamber: No, Bertoldo De Francisco is his name.

Pico: Oh, I see. Well, regardless, you still haven't answered my question. Is this prick really such a pussy that this stuff tickles his interests?

Kamber: I don't know if I would go as far to say that he's a... pussy, per se. After all, he does have a lot of people who respect him. And there's...well... the rumours.

Pico: Rumours?

Kamber: (Whispers)...That he's a mob boss.

Pico: As in he has an entire criminal organisation to do his bidding?

Kamber: That's right.

Pico: Huh... Nope. All I'm getting is pussy vibes when I try to imagine him.

Kamber: Just wait until you meet him and see his amazing house. Then you'll know what I'm talking about.

The conversation drops off here as they draw closer to the house, walking through the street lined with grand houses, each with perfectly manicured lawns and lush gardens.

The girls take in these sights and sounds of their surroundings, each with their own differing levels of appreciation for what they are looking at.

Eventually, the girls reach the estate of Bertoldo De Francisco at the end of the block.

Looking on at it they both can see a large mansion that does indeed give the air of a mob boss' home.

It's got a collection of lavish classic cars in the driveway, beautiful lawn furniture, a private pool, and a garden filled with blooming exotic flowers.

Normally people would have to use the intercom at the gate to get in, and this is what Kamber tries to do now as she stands before the wall panel and says.

Kamber: Ahem...Watch this, Pico. The security here is unlike anything you've ever-GAAAAHHHH!!!

She has to give up on whatever words she was going to finish this sentence with as Kamber is now forced to look on as Pico kicks the front gate open after picking the lock before she then turns back to Kamber and says.

Pico: Hey, are we doing this, or what?

Kamber: Huh?

Pico: Well...I mean, we can just stand around at the entrance all night if you want. But I thought you had a job for us to do.

Kamber: Right, yeah...But uh...if he asks, can you say the gate was just left open, and maybe don't tell him you broke the lock.

Pico: If that's all it takes to make you happy? Then sure.

Pico begins making her way into the estate grounds on these words, and is quickly followed by Kamber as the two of them stroll past the soft and inviting grass, and they stand before the front door where they hear the gentle sound of a stream that leads into the koi pond in the distance.

The soothing sounds of the water calms Kamber back down as she lets out a relaxed sigh and says.

Kamber: It must be so relaxing to live here.

Which Pico just nods at once before she bashes her fist on to the door bell to make it ring, which unfortunately works too well, as the ringing just keeps going and going and going....even after Pico pulls her fist away and looks to Kamber saying.

Pico: Looks like he cheaped out on the doorbell, it's so weak.

Kamber: Uh...yeah, right.

At this point Kamber seriously contemplates running away as she feels as though she is way in over her head.

But before she can even hope to take a step back the door is opened by the man himself, Bertoldo De Francisco, as he screams in agony.

Bertoldo De Francisco: Stop ringing that God-damn doorbell, I've got a hangover!!!

Upon sticking his head out of the door he can see that the two girls are just standing there, looking entirely guiltless as Pico points at the doorbell and says.

Pico: Slow your roll, Grandpa. We just touched the thing once and it wouldn't stop. Right, Kamber?

Kamber: Uh...right, that is totally what happened based on all valuable sources of information available to us at this time...yeah.

Bertoldo De Francisco: I don't care how it happened, or who is responsible! Just stop it from ringing before my head explodes!!!

Pico: You know, now that there's the possibility that your head may actually explode?... I kind of want to see it.

Bertoldo De Francisco: FUCK YOU!!!

Kamber: Pico, I know it might be a bit much to ask... but is there anything you can do to stop the doorbell from killing him, please? This job was kind of important to me.

Pico: Oh, sure, for you? Anything.

Pico pulls out a 9mm handgun and blasts the doorbell into oblivion with 16 shots from the weapon, rendering the doorbell completely useless as the ring slows down to sound as though it is almost melting before eventually making no noise at all.

After this... Pico is left holstering her weapon and dusting her hands off as she calmly remarks.

Pico: There, good as new.

Even though nothing could be further from the truth, as Bertoldo De Francisco is left shedding a few brief tears whilst running his index finger across the shattered doorbell in the midst of lamenting its demise.

Bertoldo De Francisco: That doorbell cost me $75,000...

Kamber: Seriously!?

Pico: Sweet merciful Christ, what the hell jacked up the price so much? Did you have to pay licensing fees every time you rang the damn thing?

Kamber: You're aware of the concept off licensing fees, Pico?

Pico: Well, of course I am. It damn near choked the life out of the black market weapons industry a couple of years ago...before the shadier fucks got killed off for betraying the system we had in place.

Kamber: (Whispers)... Psst! Pico, I'd love to hear about that at some point, I do mean that in all seriousness. But we don't want to give Mr Bertoldo De Francisco the wrong idea, and I think he's getting suspicious.

Indeed, Bertoldo De Francisco is looking at them with a glare that suggests he is having second thoughts about leaving them here to babysit his pride and joy (as if there was anything he could love more than his expensive doorbell).

But before he has a chance to say or ask Pico anything about her understanding of the black market weapons industry, Bertoldo De Francisco hears his wife beeping the horn from inside a car in their drive way as she screams out of the passenger seat window.

Mrs De Francisco: Hurry the fuck up! I don't want to be hauled up behind traffic because you want to flirt with some teenage girls!

Bertoldo De Francisco grinds his teeth and clenches his fist upon hearing this and he immediately snaps back.

Bertoldo De Francisco: I am not flirting, I'm contemplating passing accusations in their general direction based on suspicious rhetoric from the one that's brought a fucking unlicensed gun to my house dammit!!!

Mrs De Francisco: All I hear is "Bla bla bla, I'm a big cheater face who enjoys cheating on my lovely wife with young girls instead of heading to the fucking opera!!!"... That all I hear from you! You perverted, horn dog from the ass end of hell!!!

Bertoldo De Francisco: Fuck it!

Bertoldo De Francisco kicks one of the garden gnomes on the top step leading to his front door on his way out the door before stopping to wag his fingers at the two girls whilst dealing them a warning.

Bertoldo De Francisco: I'm in a hurry so you two got lucky! But listen here, you're only allowed to sit on the furniture in the guest living room. You're not allowed to watch the TV. You're not allowed to use the record player. Don't you dare touch anything in the liquor cabinet, and the same goes for the fridge! If I find so much as a thread of my clothes, furniture or curtains tampered with!?! I'll hunt you both down! Cut out your ovaries and sell them to a local take-out place for their mystery meat special! Got that!?

Mrs De Francisco: I hear flirting!!!

Bertoldo De Francisco: Just shut up and give me five seconds, you moody whore!!!

Mrs De Francisco rips out the radio from the classic car's dashboard and she throws it at Bertoldo De Francisco's head to collide with his skull to pay him back for calling
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